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shillings or half-a-crown the dozen, complete with an
interrupter who was rising to his feet and holding up
an arm, the very image, in tin and varnish, of a retired
Colonel of the Indian Army. Nor would you stop
there; the possibilities are almost endless; and 1
promise to outline some of them to any enterprising
manufacturer of toys who should consider putting
the complete Limited Company on the market.

It may be, though, that there are special reasons
why we should all be finding the toy farm so en-
chanting. Its little people, as I have said, seem to
stare at us out of a lost Arcadia. Behind them, and
their bright paraphernalia of beasts and belongings,
is the Idea, dominating the imagination. This farmer
and his wife are the happy epitome of all farmers and
their wives, but they are unmistakably idealized.
These white-smocked carters, for ever soundlessly
whistling among the clover, are not the countrymen
we know in miniature, but are images from an old
dream of the countryside. Looking at these trees, or
at least looking at them from the front, we might cry
with Keats:

Ah, happy, happy bough! that cannot shed
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu.

Here is the bright epitome, not of the country we
can find where the tram-lines come to an end and the
street lamps fade out, but of the country that has
always existed in our imagination, so clean, trim,